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Author's Notes: 

The result of a conversation with a friend on Tumblr DMs about how hilarious (and lighthearted compared to 
reality) it would be if Rick Davies and Roger Hodgson settled some of their later disagreements with jokes and 
games, since in the earliest days, supposedly they used to joke around a lot together. That led to an extended 
incorrect quote based on just one ridiculous experience involving a game of Spoons, which turned into this 


story in the form of full-fledged crackfic. 


Brief cameo of another snide keyboard player I've written a few times. Steely Dan were next-door neighbors 
to Supertramp in Studio A. 


A loud, fading screech of feedback and distortion erupted from every amp and connected set of headphones in 
Studio B of The Village Recorder, as current bled out of the electronic circuits, slowly killing the lights and 


speakers, leaving the studio in an all-consuming darkness. 


Roger Hodgson pitched forward in his chair as he startled, leaning over his lap and instinctively clutching his 
ears. Unfortunately, the reflexive motion only pressed the headphones delivering the shock to him tighter 
against them and exacerbated the sound through the five agonizing seconds, before it faded away with the 
lights. 


"AUGHI" Rick Davies flinched, yanked his own headphones off, and forcefully threw them down at his feet in 
disgust. "Fucking hell, that hurt” 


The headphones bounced, and nearly went smacking into Dougie's bass, where he'd left it leaning against an amp. 
"OIl Simmer down a tad, would ya?!" 


"To be fair, | wouldn't have wanted to get that right in the ear, Dougie," suggested Bob, turning from side to 
side, still trying to process what had just happened, and what he could still see around him in the darkness 
that seemed to have almost completely fallen over, save for the faintest of shadows filtering from the lounge 


through the control room window. 


“That was really loud" Roger moaned, voice nearly rising to a pitiful whimper as he sat back up in slow motion, 


gingerly pulling his own offending headphones off. 


“EY! WHO DID THAT?!" Everyone could hear John Helliwell's disgruntled shout of surprise from the bathroom, 
followed by a struggle to blindly maneuver around the recording gear they had rigged him up with in there, 


and finally, the door opening into the control room. 


It was late enough that the thin panel of frosted privacy glass wouldn't have let in any light from outside, and 
with the door closed to block the single emergency light mounted in the exiting hallway of their studio lounge 

outside the control room, it had probably been pitch black inside. Even in the control room, and the connected 
open-floored, live room, it was eerily dark. Roger was especially grateful to not have been at the Wurlitzer on 
the other side of a closed door in the actual recording pod, deciding the lack of any light at all would have 


made the sudden blast of sound that much more unnerving. 


"Nobody turned the bloody lights off -they all went out on their own. And if you would have waited ONE 
second, one of us could have brought you a light to see with! Speaking of which-" 


"| just said, take it EASY, would ya? ‘Ere's no need to be raging like that; it's really not that big of a deall" 
Dougie cut Rick's rant off, though he was quickly beginning to sound no less keyed up himself. 


| can get a light for us." Roger started to stand up, took two steps forward, and nearly tripped over a cord in 
the dark The yellow, fringed umbrella he sat underneath -old, memorabilia that no studio outside of his home 
felt quite right without -started to topple over from the jerk of the cord against the pole, and he had to 
brace himself against his chair to not lose balance with the quick lunge to keep it upright. 


Standing outside of the bathroom at the bend of the wall, opening back up to the control room, and through 
the glass window into the live room his band mates were in, John watched the barely-visible silhouettes 


struggling to navigate the setups in the dark, and groaned at the accompanying bickering. 


"Might | inquire just what on Earth have | walked out to?" A hint of his usual playfulness was returning, 
though undoubtedly, he was perplexed enough that the question wasn't entirely rhetorical. 


Finally, Bob clapped his hands together, hard, and raised his voice to a forceful shout -something that got 


everyone's attention, coming from the typically soft-spoken drummer. 


"Alright, HEY! Stay put! Everyone, just stay put, for two seconds. Please? Let me get a flashlight -we only need 
one of us stumbling blind in the dark. Just at least until we get one light on and can at least see something. l'm 


closest to where we keep them, so it might as well be me." 


"All well and good ya not let Roger be the one; he's been accident-prone enough sometimes without being in the 
dark,” Dougie teased. 


So many years later after the unexpected, early end to the Crime of the Century tour, it seemed unlikely 
anyone was going to let the incident that led to said early end go away. Granted, that was the only time that 
had resulted in a fractured thumb, and it was hard to say if some of Roger's less graceful moments involved 


including LSD in the creative process. 


Either way, the remark elicited a small bout of laughter from Roger, even if it was more of a shy, 


embarrassed chuckle. 


"Well, | didn't particularly want to, anyway," he offered, "even though | would have done it if no one else had. So 
that works quite well, if there's someone else willing." 


"Not thrilled, but perfectly willing, when I'm not too keen on anyone in this studio getting hurt or breaking 
something either, and it's easy enough to avoid" A click of a closet door latch just catty-cornered along the 
wall behind Bob's drums, then some rustling, and a large emergency flashlight switched on, making it possible to 
at least make out the location of all the equipment-related tripping hazards about the floor. "There." 


Roger grinned playfully as Bob reached forward and handed him two smaller flashlights. "Thank you, Bob!" He 
navigated his way past the equipment surrounding him to bring a flashlight to John. 


"Just as wise to give him ‘is own light, first!" 
"Are you sure, Dougie?" asked Rick, watching as Bob doled the next available flashlight to Dougie. "If | recall 


correctly, | think you're the only one of us who can say you've climbed out a hotel window -or who's ever 


nearly fallen from the ledge of a building while several stories up as the result." 


Even in the cover of flashlight glares and shadows, Dougie visibly winced and tensed up, sitting up straighter 
and clenching his legs together to allow space on either side of himself to reflexively put a death grip on the 
edges of his seat. For as much trouble as he was prone to getting up to, he had a substantial serious side, and 
occasionally, his band mates found some humor in using it to make him squirm when he took the mischief too 


far. 


"Oi, that's a low blow, diggin’ up the biggest cause ta me nightmares!" Shaking his head, Dougie recovered, light 
beams reflecting off an even greater glow of mischief in his eyes. "Ye fancy actin’ as if | was the only one of 
us plastered that night or with an embarrassing moment to tell of it. Y'know, between a certain cupboard and a 


glass elevator-" 


"Both of you, that's enough! Bob groaned, briefly leaning forward to rest his forehead on the heels of his 

hands, knowing he had his own embarrassing, inebriated moment that night, and that it was exactly where 
Dougie was going. He wasn't going to put it past Rick to make a joke of it either, if he came down from the 
initial shock of the sudden darkness in one of his more playful moods. 


"The lights go out, and it's as if we've all decided to act like absolute children," John remarked, popping through 


the live room door before grinning mischievously. "Just what are we to do about that?" 


"Quite honestly, | would like to know what's happened, if there's any signs for us to see," suggested Rick. "If 
that could tell us how long we should expect before this is resolved. Any chance we should check the fuse box 


-or at least see that there's no power next door, either?" 

‘It wouldn't be a brown-out from a short circuit by now. That would only last a couple minutes at the most. 
I'm pretty sure | heard something suspicious that might have been a couple blocks away, though, right when 
the lights went out," Bob admitted "And if a car hit a telephone pole, odds are good we won't have power back 


for a few hours. Though | guess we should probably make sure it's not just us before assuming.’ 


As if on cue, sirens began faintly sounding outside, fading in, then out as emergency vehicles made their way 


up the road to the scene of the incident. 

"There's a well sure sign it's safe ta assume, if | ever did hear one," Dougie grumbled. 

"Well." Rick gave a wry smile and sat back, leaning against the edge of the keyboard. "There's our answer." 
Roger winced. "I certainly hope there wasn't anyone hurt." 


"Even if they might have been driving like an idiot to end up in their predicament," Rick added, provoking an 
aggravated sigh from Roger at the cynical addition 


"| suppose we'd best leave early then, and just come back tomorrow?" suggested John. "It is late enough, and at 
the point we've come to, we probably wouldn't end up staying much later by the time it comes back up. That's 
if it actually is back up before daylight 


"Could do well? Actually." Bob pulled open one of the thick, blackout curtains over the windows -meant more 
for soundproofing than to block light -and looked out on the street to see a sea of tail lights heading two 
blocks up the road, beyond which even with the arrangement of fire trucks, he could see that a pole had been 


knocked down. 


"No, that's not good. It might just be a little late for that plan If all the other ways are backed up just as bad 
with people trying to divert and get around, we're definitely not getting out of here anytime soon At least until 


they bring in some means of directing traffic." 


Carefully watching his step in the shadows, Rick made his way behind Bob's drum kit to the storage closet and 


retrieved an emergency lantern for himself. 


"lIl go see what it's like around front from the exit hallway. Roger, would you open the shutters in the pod and 
have a look at the street behind us, please?" 


Promptly, Roger made his way through the live room and into the sound pod to unhook the sound-proofing, 
padded panel covering the window that had existed in the building from a previous configuration. He knew how 
to detach and reattach it better than anyone else, as whenever the glass didn't interfere with the sound he 
wanted, he was happy to have the view to the outside world during the day. 


Rick took the opposite direction, out through the control room, into the lounge, then into the hallway leading 
into the common atrium and stairwell, where a multi-directional emergency light temporarily negated the need 
for the lantern. Switching it off, figuring that less light was better for getting a view out the window with 
minimal glare, he started to push open the stairwell door, only to flinch when he unexpectedly made eye 
contact with the scathingly frustrated expression of the dark-haired, heavy-browed, singing keyboardist from 
the studio next door. Maglite in hand with a firm grip that could have allowed him to use it as a weapon, he 


stood at the window on the landing at the first turn of the stairs. 


Judging by his reaction and what followed, the situation outside that window wasn't any better with city traffic 
trying to divert. Considering he slammed said window shut, gave a barely-audible, lisping mutter to the effect 
of ‘that's fucking great, and cast one last baleful glare toward Rick before slamming back inside his own side 
of the studio. 


Only one out of three parts to that could be solely chalked up to being in a particularly bad mood. Rick could 


safely assume they didn't have power next door, either. 


There were plenty of signs he wasn't going through the best of times with his writing partner, either, and it 
seemed the outage was just insult on top of injury on a particularly bad day. Something that made Rick 
grateful enough that the slow rise of differences and tensions between Roger and himself had been somewhat 
stable and peaceful over the last few weeks, save for minor, trivial disagreements that weren't too challenging 


to sort out. With all the songs having been written, selected, and nearly finished in the recording process, the 


greatest remaining cause for argument was over deciding the order of songs for the album, and even that 


wasn't anything too terrible to end up on the losing end of, by comparison 

They had been going at each other about it, more out of spite, but also in a playful sense that had been 
enjoyable. Something magical that didn't seem likely to last, but was worth enjoying while it did, following the 
almost month-long spell of tense silence prior to the state they'd fallen into. 

To be certain, Rick took a gander out the window, sure enough, finding a candy-cane stripe of red tail lights 
going up the street, and white headlights coming back down. Not a single street lamp was illuminated, nor were 
any traffic signals functioning, which told Rick not to bother checking the fuse box on the next landing down. 
He made swift return back to his side of the studio, through the hallway and into the lounge. 

Bob pointed behind himself toward Roger, who stood a few feet behind him with Dougie and John. 

"Roger took one look and said its no good out on that side. Any better out front?" 


"Negative," said Rick, defeatedly. "Unless anyone considers spending half an hour crawling out of this section of 


town enjoyable, we may as well consider ourselves parked in" 


"Well, thats a sin" Still standing at the lounge window, Dougie slumped against the wall on his elbows, staring 
out into the unfortunate scene outside. 


"Well, then" Perplexed, Bob placed one hand on his chin in thought, letting the other hand swing freely as he 
twisted his body back and forth, standing in place. 


Roger quickly fell in rhythm with him, but placed a hand on his hip instead. 


"Well, then!" John threw himself down extravagantly on the lounge sofa, laying on his side, propped on one 
elbow. "We may as well decide what to do with ourselves in the meantime, if we're going to be here without 


electri city." 


"With the hope of eventually going home,” Rick added. They still kept sleeping bags and overnight supplies at the 
studio for impromptu, extended sessions, and emergencies such as the potential one forming before their eyes. 
However, with most of them having family lives at home, and this location being within a reasonable commute, 


none of them were as enthralled with the idea of camping out at the studio as with past endeavors. 
"m sure there's gotta be something to entertain ourselves with aside from cuttin’ about" 


"Preferably something we can do together," John added to Dougie's thought, "and without any argument about 
it, either!" 


"| guess that means writing with the piano and the acoustic guitar -or any other instruments we don't need 
power for -might not be a great plan" Bob stood up from where he'd settled behind his drums again and 
began pacing with his flashlight. 


"The album's basically decided at this point." Rick managed a downcast shrug. "There's not really much point in 
trying to write anything else for it. We've already had the deadline extended once." 


John looked over to Roger. 

| can't really say I'd want to throw it off at this point either, unless another miracle inspiration came to one 
of us out of nowhere. We would have to remove an existing song from the tentative list, and it would have to 
be worth excluding something we've already got. Already, we saw enough of that with Crisis, and we don't have 
the excuse of a messy recording process this time." 

Indeed, there had already been an episode of confusion and unrest, deciding which track to replace when “Take 
the Long Way Home" had practically written itself in Roger's head overnight. Though they'd all come to the 


agreement it was worth the trouble, it wasn't a situation anyone wanted to go looking to fall into once again 


"Well, if Roger doesn't want to try to write songs, | don't think there's any question left about that," Bob 


mused, now visibly surprised beneath the shadows. 
"Oh, whadya say -when they're in agreement, for once!" 

‘Let's not be too cynical, Dougie," John scolded. "It hasn't been that terrible as of late" 

"It is quite nice, actually," Roger offered, noting Rick's subtle nod, once again noting that all debates over the 
album toward the end weren't overly-serious. Neither of them wanted to kick up wind when they'd finally 


found themselves on an even keel. 


"Does anyone have anything interesting or amusing to speak of from the last couple of weeks that didn't 
happen here we haven't already mentioned?" 


Blank stares and glances side-to-side between one another abounded at John's suggestion. 

"Doesn't seem there's much to write home about," Rick concluded. 

"Alright, now come on, how about we cut loose and have some fun for once? We used ta get up to all kinds of 
mess with each other, and | don't understand why we can't anymore. | say we don't give a thought if it's 
stupid or not -the situation we're in already is stupid!" Dougie shook his head. "It would be more of a sin to be 


stupid sitting around with nothin’ to occupy ourselves than enjoying it being zany!" 


For a moment, silence fell in response to Dougie's outburst, with a combination of stun and contemplation 


"Well." Rick gazed up to the ceiling. "That is fair. If this album hits the way everyone seems to suspect, there 
might not be much downtime for such things on tour. Do we still have any of those old games here, or have 
we taken all of them home?" 


"I took my collection home for Charles to play with, as | figured we don't have but two or three weeks left 
here full time, anyways," John admitted. "I suppose its the same for you all?" 


Roger and Dougie nodded. 


"| packed up the chess set," Rick admitted. "I didn't see us having the chance in our remaining time, though | 
suppose this is what we all get for that assumption" 


"Hold on" Bob stopped in his tracks and pulled open the door to the control room, with visible intent to run 
through to the lounge. "I took most of mine home, too, but | think | might still have a couple decks of cards in 


my emergency bag. | know there aren't a ton of things we can do involving all of us, there-" 


"Is something." Roger suddenly caught a grin and subtle giggle, as if caught by an amusing, internal image. 
"Perhaps just as well. Quite honestly, | could see Monopoly being overly-chaotic to play in the dark, even if it 


would take more time. It's difficult enough to play when we can see everything.” 


"We wouldn't play that tonight anyway, even if | did still have it here." Bob's voice was muffled as he dug 
through the lounge storage shelves. "That's just asking to find something to argue about! And if we did, we 
might as well accept staying here until morning, because it might just take that long to -ah! There it is! Now, 


are we playing in there, or are all of you moving out here with me?" 


Collectively realizing there wasn't much point to staying in the live room, which wasn't very comfortable for 


casually spending time together, everyone relocated to the small lounge. 


"So, what shall we play with these?" John inspected the decks. "Ideally, we'd want to have some game we can all 


do at once, or could accommodate two or three if we split up." 


"Probably best not make it anything too complicated that involves looking twice. Its not terrible, but it is a bit 
difficult to see." Rick also inspected the cards, testing how well he could read them through the lantern light 
while holding them at angles to keep them concealed, then flipped it around and held it up to the flashlight to 
see if the numbers showed through the back while illuminated. "Unless we want to have some additional score 
component for every time someone messes up because they read cards wrong in the dark, and penalties for 


aiming the lights to cheat." 


"Well, there's not many options, but there are some. | know one all five of us could play that's a bit different 
than the typical low-strategy level games, and it usually ends up looking pretty funny," Bob started. "Perhaps a 
bit stupid, but | agree with what Dougie said" 


"By chance, is it the one you and Jesse taught Charles how to play?" John's mouth curled with a restrained 
chuckle, and his eyes lit up, recalling some of the hilarious games that had broken out between their children 
and some of their studio engineer's kids. 


Though his cheeks flushed under the cover of darkness, Bob laughed as he nodded. 


"It is! Dougie's also played this with me, and some of the road crew, but he was plastered at the time, so | 


don't know if he remembers how it works." 

"Aw, shut yer trap, mate!" 

John raised his eyebrows, and an index finger. "Ah, but do you remember how to play it?" 

"Not well, to be honest." 

"Well, lets get to it!" 

Bob went through the description of a game he called ‘Spoons’, explaining how they would all need to sit in 
around a table, or in a circle on the floor, and how they would have spoons arranged on the surface in the 


middle of them -four to start, so that they would have one less than the five of them playing. 


"So, everyone will start out with four cards, and there'll be a stack of cards. One of us will be pulling from it - 


l'm guessing it's probably going to be me, since I've done this before-" 


"-You're the one telling us about it," Rick teased, prompting Bob to get into a fit of bashful laughter, and take 


an additional moment to recover before he could continue. 


"So I'll be passing cards to my left as | pull them, and everyone picks up from their right. You'll need to discard 


one card to your left, because you can only have four at a time-" 


"-why not?" asked Dougie, so seriously at first that Bob groaned, before they both cracked up. "I'm just jerkin' 


your chain, min! 
"It is already entertaining to listen to Bob attempt to teach us how to play this game," Roger mused. 


"Yes, and at this very rate, the power will be back on before he even has the chance to finish." Rick shrugged. 


"Do we rag on him some more, or rein it in?" 


"Voice of reason, right there, thank you." Recovering again, though visibly becoming less embarrassed over the 
silly nature of the simplistic game with how ridiculous his band mates were already being, and crashing off 


adrenaline from the abrupt loss of power, Bob continued. 


"I think you'll see why you're only supposed to keep four in a moment. Anyway, you can discard the card that 
gets passed to you on your right, or you can keep it and discard one of the four you already had. It's your 
choice, depending on what's better for what you're trying to do. Because you're going to want to match four 
cards, and whoever gets it first, when you do, grab a spoon from the middle. That's everyone else's cue to try 
and grab one -and remember, there's one less than how many people are playing. If you're not fast enough, 
and you're the one left without a spoon, you're out! Or, if we're going to play the long version to pass more 
time, you get a letter, and when you get enough over the rounds to spell out ‘spoons’, then you're out. 


Everyone else keeps playing until two people are left standing." 


"We should probably play the long version," John suggested. "If we play one round and not everyone feels up to 


it, we can agree to cut it short then" 


"That seems like a fair plan, at least we try the idea" Roger did a double-take. "But do we have any spoons 


here? What else can we use?" 


They didn't have spoons in their small lounge cabinet set aside for food storage, but they did have some boxes 
of tea bags and non-perishable snacks, including two boxes of stale crackers nobody had experienced any desire 
to consume. Since they had all suffered a slight degree of altitude sickness in the form of headaches and 
fatigue during the recording session for the previous album at Caribou Ranch, they'd all decided it was worth 
having something bland accessible at all times. They still had occasional uses for aspirin during long days of 
recording, which could cause pain just as severe as what it took away when taken on an empty stomach. The 
crackers had been a safe enough option to stock up on back then, as they weren't too off-putting to have a 
small amount of when Bob and Roger had first suffered headaches bad enough to not want to eat anything at 
all. However, since most of the aches from playing take after take all day didn't have an impact on appetite, 


emergency supplies had been passed up in favor of other refreshments on hand. 


Each unopened box had two, plastic sleeves of crackers, making four total. Enough for the game purposes, 
more likely to hold up than smaller tea bags, and by unanimous decision, best for the game than for any other 


use. 


“Alright, so we'll be playing ‘crackers’, not ‘Spoons'!" John declared with the decision "If we play long, that gives 


us more letters, and more chances to stay inl" 


The final decision was to gather around on the floor, as the only table in the small lounge was an end table 
wedged in a corner beside a tattered couch, and likely not large enough to accommodate the game if they went 
to the trouble to move it out. 


Bob doled out four cards to everyone and set the deck to his right, prepared to start off. Rick sat immediately 
to his left going around the circle, then John, Roger, and Dougie. 


“Alright, Dougie, you're on my right, so when you discard to your left, just toss them face down beside the 
deck I'm pulling from. If | get through the deck, I'll pull from the pile. 


For the first split second, the arrangement was somewhat inanimate as Bob passed a card over to Rick to 
start off the chain of motion But as he passed another one over and Rick discarded one toward John, and the 
motion spread down the circle, soon, there was a constant ruckus as everyone forcefully discarded to their 
left, forcefully slapping cards down on the floor. Arms constantly flailing out to their sides with the passing 
around, and a couple of times, everyone collectively flinched, thinking a motion slightly more toward the center, 


or a louder slipping of the cards against each other was a reach for a sleeve. 


Finally, John made the first match, instantly lighting up with a mischievous grin that only Bob would see, as 
everyone else was focused in on keeping the motion up. He reached out and grasped a sleeve, making sure to 
crinkle the plastic just for added drama, and fanfare of the moment. 


Impulsively, Bob, Dougie, Roger, and Rick dropped everything and sent hands flying out toward the floor in the 
middle of their arrangement, smacking down on the other three cracker sleeves and yanking them backward 


with a great racket, until it was determined that Dougie was the first left without one. 


"Aww, shite!" Dougie hissed, slamming his fists down on the carpet, prompting raucous laughter about the 
circle, amplified by their initial reactions to the hilarious, impulsive motions. 


"Why, that was rather intense." John took a sweeping glance over his band mates who had all seemingly gone 
feral for a split second in time, now seemingly enjoying themselves more than anyone had in some time. He also 


noticed the competitive smirks Roger and Rick exchanged, but decided not to mention it. 
"Alright, how does everyone feel about it?" asked Bob. "Continuing on, or thinking of something else?" 


"IFs ridiculous, but if its worth a laugh these days, it's worth continuing. Not as of we've got anything better 
to do for the moment.” Rick picked up the cards that lay scattered before him from when he'd dropped his 
stack and passed them back to Bob to start the next round. 


"I think we absolutely should continue," Roger declared, making the majority decision to play to the end. "Dougie, 


you have a letter ‘c'l" 


"He has one.." Bob grabbed his pencil and pad of paper he'd brought over, making note of the score with the 
decision to play to full length, before redistributing cards. “Alright, put all the cracker tubes back in the center 
and get ready!" 


Rick made the next match. He also made a very calculated effort to make his reach for a sleeve discreetly, so 
that it would catch everyone else even further off guard. It was John who ended up noticing, when a discarded 
card didn't appear to his right when he expected it to, prompting him to take a look and see that only three 


sleeves remained in the middle. 


He, however, made a great show of smacking his hand down on one of those as he grabbed it, before everyone 
else reacted. The excess noise and emphasis prompted a gasp from Rick, and an outright howl from John and 


Dougie. 


This time, Roger wasn't quick enough, landing palms against carpet fibers, instead. He sat back, shaking his head 


and laughing at everyone else's reactions. 

"John!" Bob teased. "Good grief!" 

"You sly bastard," John chided, nudging Rick. "You know exactly what your intentions were. Shame on you!" 
"Likewise!" Rick fired back, with no heat. "I should say!" 


"IFs alright, that's only one of eight letters I've got, and its only the second round" With his optimistic nature, 
it wasn't difficult for Roger to feign lack of concern, particularly with his gradually increasing confidence that 
was shining brighter than the combined flashlights, paired with his smile. 


"There's any number of ways this could go; it's not a crisis yet" 


"Enough with the bickering -give me those back!" Bob leaned forward and reached across to grab Rick and 


Roger's cards so he could remake the stack and start the next round. 


The next several rounds fell into a similar rhythm, all ending in enough laughter to make everyone question if 
it was really that funny, or a tell to how sleep deprived they were from the recent weeks of playing take 
after take, sometimes right through the night in the studio. 


They'd thought it had started getting intense when halfway through, John started the trend of trying to knock 
the other sleeves of crackers askew whenever he made a match first, causing everyone else to have to 
scramble doubly-hard to grab one. It had first caused shouts of protest, though soon enough, Dougie and 
Roger were being every bit as relentless with it. Before long, everyone had managed to get down to being 
three or less letters from being out. John was one letter away from being benched, and Rick and Roger only 


had two to lose. 


Then, Dougie got a match of four and emphatically reached forward and grabbed for one of the sleeves of 
crackers, using the long end to sweep the other three sideways, and setting off the chain reaction of fast, 
frantic snatching. This time, both Rick and Roger happened to slap their hands down on opposite ends of the 


same sleeve at the exact same time. 


Only a fraction of a second of locking eyes, and they both locked on with their grip, neither having any intention 
of letting go before the other did as they began to pull in opposite directions. 


The next few motions went both in slow motion, yet so quickly, it collectively took Bob, John, and Dougie a 
moment to realize what had happened, and comprehend the situation now unfolding before them. Collectively, 


they shifted back, both to make space, and watch what would happen next. 


Just as soon, Roger was slowly keeling over sideways in the space where John had originally sat, silently 
wheezing, and undoubtedly unable to produce a sound. With long, unkempt hair hanging over his face, stil 
holding his end of the sleeve and trying to twist it away from Rick, it was hard to tell if he had somehow 
knocked the wind out of himself and had his face scrunched in agony, or if he had found his current battle 
against Rick to be just that funny. 


That was, until Rick finally broke the silence. 


"Alright... Roger... Roger.. Roger." Even in soft murmur feigning his typical, shy seriousness, Rick's voice 
betrayed him with the slightest tremor of restrained laughter. It was clearly becoming more difficult to hide, 
as a grin was creeping into his wince of effort while keeping a double-handed grip on one end of the sleeve of 
crackers -which Roger held on the other end, as he now leaned nearly parallel to the floor, trying to yank it 


away. 


"Just let go of the sleeve. There's really no reason we have to do this. We can go night back to having our 


game with everyone else-" 


Just as soon, Roger fully collapsed to lie on his side, closing the four-inch gap between his listing body and the 
carpeted lounge floor with a soft thump, and slowly curled in on himself with arms stretched out over his 


head as he maintained his double-handed death grip. 


He gave off a few less quiet wheezes, before finally managing a barely-coherent reply, hysterical laughter 
stretching out the single, monosyllabic word, as his voice reached a wavering, high pitch that ordinarily would 


only accompany his singing. 
"N-nnN00- ohh!" 


A wheeze of his own turned into a snort at the hilarious spectacle, and just as soon, Rick found himself 
snickering too hard to speak as he continued his attempt to twist and pull the sleeve of crackers away from 


Roger. 


The beam of the lantern caught and reflected off the mirthful tears slowly beginning to leak from the corners 
of Roger's eyes, but even in his delirious state, he was far from incapacitated, and too stubborn to give up his 
end of the fight. As Rick took on the strategy of pulling backward, hard, and physically shifting himself 
backward on the carpet, Roger slid on the floor on his side to adjust his position appropriately, using his feet 
to push himself along while still hanging on, and eventually outright sobbing with laughter over it. 


John had shifted back further to make space, as had Dougie and Bob. Now about a third of the way across 
the room from each other, they looked across each other, past their battling band mates, expressions just 
visible enough in the faint light to make silent exchange. 


They're onto something with this. Surely, there's more to it than what meets the eye. 


Oh, no way in bloody hell they're not having some sort of scrap over SOMETHNG.. Perhaps for a win to their 
argument.. IF only we had an idea of what its all about this time. 


Yeah, its hard to say if we should encourage this tiff for the fun of it or not.. Do we blindly cheer this on? Or 
Just sit back and watch.. 


Just to exaggerate the situation, Dougie made a full twist of his body, as if it took effort to turn and face 
Roger and Rick, who had migrated about five feet across the room from where they'd started. Bob noticed 
John's devious grin, before he shook his head and snorted. 


Finally, after clearing his throat and taking a deep breath, John rose up on his knees above everyone else and 


began narrating the action in a low, booming voice, as if he were an announcer at a sporting event. 


"The fight for possession of the crackers continues between Rick Davies and Roger Hodgson! And Davies is 
taking a stand and pulling back harder -look at how he's actually scooted back across the floor to deter his 
opponent! But there's still hope yet! Hodgson is hanging tight and quite literally rolling with the changes -he's 
kept his hold and seems to have shifted himself along to keep up the fight from an ideal proximity..." 


Feeling certain at that point that whatever private squabble Rick and Roger were having wasn't too serious, 
and questioning if they hadn't nearly forgotten about it altogether, Bob decided to forget about it and focus on 
the events at hand. 


“Alright, come on, Rick," he shouted "You can do it! You started with the upper hand; finish him off!" 


Dougie began chanting rhythmically, and wildly pounding his fist on the floor as though he were back in 


Scotland in a rowdy pub, overseeing a brawl. "Roger! Roger..!" 


"0h, how the tension is steadily on the rise as the battle draws onward! Will Davies make the victory he 
seemed so certain to have at the start, or will Hodgson make his way from barely hanging on to climbing up 


on top for his stellar perseverance...?" 


It was at that moment that Rick backed himself into the legs of a chair and startled. Having little 
comprehension of where they were or what was going on outside of the tussle, Roger didn't just flinch so 
much as he did spaz with a flash of panic, and the brief moment of distraction was enough to make him lose 


his grip. 


"OHHH!" Dougie and Bob both shouted in unison, and in combination with John's announcements, it really did 


sound like they were at some ball game. 


"HAH! I've GOT it! Snatching the sleeve backward with the loss of tension, Rick triumphantly held it up over his 
head, before letting his arm fall back to his side and all but collapsing with exertion. Winning the round, he still 


stood an 'r' and an 's' away from being out for the game, leaving Roger one letter away from the sideline. 


"And there we have it; that's a one-letter penalty for Hodgson!" 


F-fine, then!" Just managing to force out the declaration, Roger sluggishly pulled his arms in, still weak with 
laughter and the fight to catch his breath as he clutched at his ribs with one hand, and struggled to lift the 


other to wipe away tears. 


As it turned out, he didn't need to suggest he didn't care about his loss of their more-serious argument, as 
victory was clearly secondary in Rick's mind, too, between being just as winded, and too amused to care about 


the reason they'd ended up where they were. 


‘Oh, my stomach," he moaned, shaking his head and heaving a sigh as he scrubbed his hands up over cheeks 
flushed red with exertion. 


"Oh my God!" Taking hiccuping gasps for air through his own hysterical laughter as he watched his 
incapacitated band mates, Bob slapped the floor with his palms, managed to sling himself forward and up to his 
feet, then grabbed his flashlight and ran off for the closet to find the battery-powered hand vacuum they 


had tucked away somewhere. 


Seeing the opportunity to boost the hysterical situation even further, Dougie reached over and slowly picked 
up the sleeve of crackers, holding it up for everyone to see. 


One end of the plastic tube was fully twisted up, so tightly that it perhaps wasn't even a quarter as wide as it 
had once been, and was entirely unrecognizable. The contents inside were pulverized to dust, and leaking debris 
through a small tear in the plastic. 

"Oil Now would ya two just /ook at what you've done ‘ere! Look what you've gone an' done ta it! What on this 
Earth is the meaning of this?!" Pointing to it as he held it up, Dougie shook the sleeve for emphasis, causing 
more dust to sprinkle the floor as the twisted end slowly unwound, which he pointed to as well, prompting two 
hysterical wheezes in unison from Rick and Roger. 

John's eyes lit up, and he pointed to the ceiling, before pointing at Dougie with a wild grin. 

"They've made a right bloody mess!" 


Catching onto the terrible joke being prompted, and unable to help going along with it, Rick managed to pull 


himself together long enough for force a deadpan, booming voice, before losing his composure again. 
"Bloody well RIGHT!" 


Still barely able to find the strength to sit up, Roger reached over and playfully gave Rick a weak, sideways 


shove. 


"You're awful," he groaned. "All of you are absolutely awful!" 


"Oi, those are fighting words coming from ya -cut it out! And so are you, now," insisted Dougie, continuing to 
shake the sleeve as if he were scolding two dogs that had gone through the garbage bin with a scattered 
piece of refuse, prompting the two to descend into further hysterical laughter. "Just look at this mess!" 


"And they're both still in rare form," declared John, almost triumphantly as he turned to Dougie and yanked 
the busted sleeve of crackers away from him. "And look at how you've made an even greater mess. Oh, for 


goodness’ sake!" 
That prompted a zany cackle from Dougie as John threw the pulverized crackers in the garbage can. 


Uncoordinated from laughing so hard, Bob kept catching the toes of his shoes on the carpet, and he nearly 
tripped twice on his way back, carrying the hand vacuum. He also carried a sleeve of fig cookies, which seemed 
to be the most comparable thing he could find in the cupboard to replace the destroyed sleeve of crackers 
for however long it took to get down to four players, and in any further games if they decided to start 
another once they got through the current one. Placing those down beside the remaining cracker sleeves, he 
dropped to his knees and shouted dramatically: 


"NOT QUITE RIGHT!" With that, Bob switched on the vacuum cleaner and began attempting to get up the mess 


of spilled cracker crumbs, successfully setting his band mates off in a final round of laughter. 


‘Oh, sure. You would say that," snorted Rick, "since this place is beginning to sound like the nuthouse." 
"Well, it is!" 


"Why even bother with that one, mate? That hoover is absolute rubbish," John groaned, pointing to Bob's 


cleanup tool of choice. 


‘Its the only one we have here that works as long as the power's out." Bob shrugged, before snickering at his 
pathetic progress on the mess, and the likely fact that John had momentarily forgotten in all the excitement 

that they were dealing with a power outage. "At least I'll get up what | can for now! Hey, how about some of 

you guys help clean this up?" 


A few moments of hilarity later, and the lounge was more or less restored to how it had been prior to the 
tug-of-war. Dougie and Roger gathered up the scattered cards and remade the pile for the next round John 
went searching for their engineer's hiding spot of the day for the gaffer tape, as leaving it where it was easily 
accessible had been deemed a no-no following a past day's antics that resulted in the waste of half a roll, and 
Dougie getting his mouth taped shut. Once he did find it in the control room, tucked behind a panel beneath the 
mixing board, he and Rick used a couple of loops around their hands, sticky-side out, to pick up what the weak 


vacuum couldn't. 


With all settled back down around the reset circle, and the score card updated, Bob prepared to distribute 


cards. 


"Shall we continue?" 


With the next rounds that followed, John wound up sidelined first. Rick was next to come down to one letter 
remaining, then Bob. Finally, Roger was out of the game, and a silent understanding was exchanged between Rick 
and himself that "Gone Hollywood" would be placed in order before "The Logical Song". Something they would 
elect to tell their band mates later in the week, when their ulterior motives to participating in the game 


wouldn't be as readily suspected. 


"Now, are we playing again before seeing if the roads have cleared enough?" John asked, when Dougie had 


finally been declared the winner, making the first match in the final battle against Rick. 
Everyone checked their watches with flashlights. Half an hour had passed since they'd settled in the lounge. 


‘Its been some time." Roger looked pleasantly surprised at how much time had passed. "But then, it is California 


traffic, and we're all heading off in different directions, so | suppose we each have to account for that" 

"Oh, what the hell," decided Rick, passing his cards back to Bob. "Can't hurt anyone." 

Though not missing the devious look exchanged between Rick and Roger, Bob agreed, deciding that as long as 
there wasn't a nasty argument and tempers rising beneath the surface, it really couldn't hurt anyone to settle 


a disagreement by means every bit as ridiculous as said disagreement likely was in itself. 


Sure enough, as soon as Bob and John were distracted with Dougie's proposal of turning the short version into 


a drinking game, Roger turned and suggested the next question of order to settle. 


"Then this one can be for "Goodbye Stranger" or “Child of Vision" closing the album!" 


